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Summary:
Ashley had already lost track of how long they had been in quarantine and was just sinking into boredom day after day. She had already done everything there was to do in the apartment, except one thing. But for this thing to happen, she needed to give Andrew a little push.

Notes:
Well, I know I'm late with another fanfic, but since I discovered this damn game I can't think of anything else. These crazy cannibal emo brothers with brother complexes and incestuous tendencies rented a triplex in my little head.

So that's it, enjoy it (or not, it doesn't matter).

Work Text:
How long had it been since they were locked in the apartment? One, two weeks, who knows? Ashley had already lost count for days. She felt as if the flow of time had just been interrupted, stopped forever in that static, melancholic gray. Disheveled. Tedious.

Thrown onto the living room carpet, the girl grunted, she had never been very prim, but now she was going completely crazy, crazy. She had nothing to do that she hadn't already done hundreds of times. She couldn't cook, because the food was gone, plus she had already cleaned the entire house more than she could count and read every book in the apartment at least three times.

As she rambled, her gaze wandered around the room until she found the door to the bedroom she shared with Andrew. A delightful shiver ran through Ashley's body, there was one thing she hadn't done yet, but that could be perfect to kill the boredom that consumed her like a red-hot fire consumes a piece of wood to turn it into ashes. A slow and probably painful process.

She blinked a few times before jumping up and then, walking on tiptoe, she went to the bedroom door. Very, very slowly, Ashley opened it, trying to make as little noise as possible, not wanting to attract attention. At least not yet.

Holding her breath, the girl secretly peeked into the room. She could see her brother lying on the unmade bed, he was breathing rhythmically and constantly, which indicated that he was sleeping. Yes, Ashley could sleep too, that would make the boredom disappear for a few moments, but every time she closed her eyes, a bitter feeling dominated her and cruel memories came to the surface in the form of dreams. Things that made her shudder, whether with fear or anger. She rarely had a pleasant dream, so she hated sleeping and did her best to stay awake as long as she could bear it.

Before quarantine, he used to drink energy drinks until the world around him started to spin and his chest hurt from the excess taurine and caffeine in his bloodstream, but now he couldn't even drink a cup of coffee, so he just stayed and watched. open until he inevitably fell asleep. With Andrew it seemed the opposite. He slept a lot.

Slowly, Ashley backed away and returned to the center of the living room, leaving the bedroom door half open. She needed to do everything as covertly as she could to make it seem natural, even though she knew her brother knew her well enough to figure out for himself when she was trying to manipulate him or not.

Sometimes she got the impression that he enjoyed this, this dangerous little game of cat and mouse that they had been playing day after day since they were children. As much as Andrew always ended up treating her like a bag of dirt (which, honestly, she agreed he was), he always came back. Again and again, he always got into controversial situations with Ashley. Or he would purposely fall for his sister's provocations. They always ended up cursing each other, but deep down what they felt was something else.

Ashley knew.

And Andrew too, even though he wouldn't admit it out loud.

Continuing her diabolical machinations, the girl went to the bathroom and made sure the door was open. She then separated her towel, leaving it somewhere she could easily reach it, and undressed, throwing the clothes into the basket carefree as she normally would. She took everything off, piece by piece, then turned on the shower and started rinsing her entire body, even soaping herself to make things look appealing. She smelled herself, to make sure she was giving off the subtle, sweet scent of the soap, and finally began to scream.

She screamed a lot, first formless, abstract and uncontrolled sounds, then she started calling her brother's name insistently, mixing with more desperate screams.

It took her a while, but finally she heard heavy footsteps dragging across the floor of the apartment. It took a lot of effort not to let out a laugh, she needed to keep up the act, but Andrew was so sweet. Easy to take by the hand and lead him into a dance, even if it was at a crazy pace.

Without losing her pose, Ashley continued shouting and pointing to a random place in the bathroom until she heard her favorite voice and across the world, that single voice that brought with it the shine of the stars on a moonless night. Which made every atom in Ashley's body cry out for her brother incessantly.

—What the fuck is that noise, Ashley? — Andrew asked, still without entering the bathroom. From his tone, he didn't seem too happy about being forcibly yanked out of his much-loved nap.

- He has! One! Centipede! — The girl half spoke and half shouted slowly, with the right amount of drama to give the impression of truthfulness. She heard her brother snort, a sign that she was on the right path.

— Fuck you, man, you woke me up because of a fucking centipede? —Andrew's voice carried a heavy mix of disbelief and impatience. Ashley insisted on her theater.

— No centipede! CENTIPEDE!

- It's the same thing!

- No, it is not! — The girl continued and, to emphasize her feigned fear, she gave a little scream. She heard her brother sigh and at that point she knew he had won. She called out to him again. —Andy! Please! Don't let this monster devour me!

“Maybe you'll eat him,” said Andrew. — Insect is protein.

- God that's gross! There! — Ashley persisted, it was just a matter of time. — Andy, save me! Andy!

A few screams later, he gave in with a deep, mournful sigh.

— Okay, okay, I'm coming — Andrew announced, but didn't enter right away. Ashley, very unpretentiously, even too much so, wrapped herself in the towel she had left ready for this.

She could finally see her brother's shadow grow on the ground as he approached, although she hadn't eaten anything in a while, butterflies flew freely through her stomach, making her shiver as she acted out that nonsense. Just a little longer, she told herself. Just a little more .

A warm anger sparkled in her emerald eyes, Andrew's black eyebrows were also furrowed to match the mask of impatient indifference she pretended. Ashley pointed in some direction.

— There, there! — She said, her voice squeaky from shouting so much. Andrew rolled his eyes.

— When I catch this animal, I'm going to make you eat it roasted — he declared, going to where Ashley had indicated. — I don't see anything.

- Oh my God! — The girl exclaimed, jumping in false fright and involuntarily attracting her brother's attention. It was now.

Ashley slipped, falling back onto the floor with a thud and a groan of pain. She was a little dizzy from banging her head against the tiles covering the floor, but even so she made sure to keep her legs slightly apart in a strange and inviting way. She didn't get up quickly, on the contrary, she continued lying down, mumbling unintelligible things.

She felt her brother's cold gaze, imagining the expression of contempt she must be making now caused Ashley a new wave of pleasurable shivers. Everything seemed to spin as pleasantly as the preparation of cotton candy.

She moved her legs a little, opening them a little more.

Seeing that his sister didn't get up, Andrew called her.

— Hey, are you alive? — He asked and Ashley detected a somewhat subdued uncertainty in her brother's tone, she also noticed that his breathing was different. She gasped as if she wanted to avoid oxygen.

Very slowly, the girl raised a hand to her head. She blinked a few times, pretending to be much worse off than she really was, and then scrambled to her feet. The world spun when she opened her eyes, but when she was finally able to meet her brother's green eyes, everything stopped. He stared at her, perplexed by what he saw. Don't laugh, Ashley ordered herself, don't laugh, not yet, not yet.

On the tiled floor, the towel that previously wrapped the girl's body rested peacefully. There was nothing to hide Ashley's pale skin and striking curves.

Continuing with her sadistic and insane theater, she touched the back of her head, pretending to be dizzy to keep her brother on the tightrope of excitement and worry. They had been locked in the apartment for a long time and the more time they spent alone, the more the tension between them intensified. The last few days had been truly unbearable. It felt like their bodies, their blood, were screaming, calling, begging for each other, yet Ashley knew her brother would never come willingly. He needed a little push.

She reached her hand up in a silent plea for help, and even though she was making a controversial face, Andrew didn't ignore her. Looking in another direction, he held his sister's hand firmly enough to lift her without hurting her. Ashley bit her lips to avoid making suspicious sounds, but she couldn't do it at all, a low, drawn-out moan escaped in a combination of pain, dizziness and pleasure. Being held like that, even if it wasn't the intention, was very exciting for her, all because the person doing it was her brother.

In a deliberate oversight, the girl staggered, tripping and crashing into Andrew's chest. She felt the soft fabric of the sweatshirt against her damp skin, she clung to her brother's body hard, almost as if he were the last piece of strawberry shortcake in the world.

Andrew tried to push her away without success, mainly because he didn't use force in the act. He knew that even if it was just a shitty act, Ashley had really hit her head on the floor. She was capable of this and more to get what she wanted.

Holding his breath, Andrew looked down and saw that his sister's pink eyes were twinkling with a clumsy shine, her expression kind but misty. She must still be dizzy from the fall.

He didn't want to feel the way he felt now, yet he couldn't help it. He breathed very slowly, he didn't want to breathe in the sweet aroma that permeated his damp skin, still dotted with water droplets. The more he realized that his sister's nipples were rubbing against her clothes, the more he felt the blood running, hot and fast, to places it shouldn't.

He did not want. He shouldn't have. He couldn't get away. Ashley always had everything she wanted. All. It didn't matter what she had to do to get it. Then he noticed the red, sticky line running straight down her black hair, staining his sister's pale neck. She had hurt herself without caring in the slightest. Anything to get attention.

The boy furrowed his eyebrows, irritated and grateful. He hated it when Ashley acted like this. He loved it just as much. He couldn't stand how clingy she was. He couldn't bear to live with her indifference. He needed her just like she needed him.

He could have left. He could have pushed her away. He could. He had many options. Or maybe not? He had the impression that Ashley never gave alternatives, not real ones at least. He could offer several paths, yet they all led to the same destination. She. Just her.

Andrew didn't dislike it at all. He hated to admit it and at the same time reveled in his acceptance.

He felt his sister's grip weaken, she seemed ready to faint in his arms. She only seemed so, because she was as lucid as sunlight on an unbearably hot summer day. In false unpretentiousness, Ashley raised a hand, touching her brother's neck and curling her fingertips in the strands of dark hair. Andrew sighed, the sound of his breathing spread throughout the bathroom and hung in the air for a few seconds as he shivered all over.

— You're bleeding — he said, trying desperately to change the situation. He had already done a lot of things that he couldn't say he was proud of, but he still hadn't crossed the line of morally acceptable with Ashley. He wanted it so much. He could not. He shouldn't have. Once they did that, it would be impossible to turn back. Mainly because there was nothing in the world they wanted more than each other.

- And? — Ashley returned, skittishly.

“I hope you get an infection and die,” Andrew said, rolling his eyes and pushing her away. Ashley frowned and put a hand to the back of her head, dyeing her pale fingers and long nails crimson red.

Andrew imagined that his sister was going to lick her own blood, however, in a quick and unexpected movement for someone who was supposed to be dizzy, Ashley brought her bloody fingers to her brother's lips. The two held their breath in a moment of tension. And, involuntarily, Andrew licked his sister's blood. Before he knew it, he already felt the iron and bitter taste, but under these extreme conditions it seemed as sweet as divine nectar.

Slowly, he wrapped his tongue around Ashley's slender fingers, feeling their entire length. Every fold of skin, every phalanx mark. And he did this looking directly into his sister's pink eyes, who was breathing heavily and shaking. It must have been as much a delight for her as it was for him. How many nights had he dreamed of having her blood for himself?

He held her wrist tightly, very tightly. Enough to leave the mark of your own fingers on the white skin. He brought her to him with ferocity, eliciting a surprised grunt from Ashley as their bodies collided. Very slowly, Andrew breathed in the scent of soap that his sister's skin exuded and then lowered himself, burying his own face in his sister's neck. There the sweet smell mixed with the iron of blood. It was something insane. Deliciously insane.

Taking his time, he slid his tongue over every bit of the red trail. The more he tasted Ashley, the faster her breathing became. Fast and heavy. His bloodstream had turned into a raging river, running rampant. With each sigh of pleasure from his sister, a new shiver took over the boy's body, and he couldn't help but roll his eyes, enchanted by the sensation.

He finally had her to himself. And there was no one to stop what he was about to do. Neither law, nor god, nor anything in the world could stop him now. Not even if Ashley herself changed her mind.

He pushed her, really hard this time. Unbalanced, Ashley fell to the floor, sitting with her legs open, and ended up letting out a painful groan. That hadn't been kind, Andrew knew. But there was no room for kindness. Not now. Not in this whirlwind of overwhelming, crushing and fierce feelings they felt. This wasn't normal, it was something that only two people with such close and distorted ties could understand.

From the ground, Ashley narrowed her eyes, taking on a frightening expression. So beautiful. Exactly what he always expected from her. She lowered herself to her knees and crawled over to her sister, who gave her a fierce smile. He could feel her breath on his own skin. She saw the air condensing before them. They were so close to each other. Just a little more. A little more…

In this game of cat and mouse, they were not sure who was the prey and who was the predator.

They grappled like two big cats fighting for the same piece of meat. They didn't know if it was a kiss or a hug or a fight for survival. At some point, the taste of blood mixed with the hot saliva they shared. It was impossible to stop now.

They fought to take control. They didn't want to lose to each other. They wanted to be able to dominate each other. Control every action and reaction. They wanted to be able to carry each other in their own blood.

At some point, the older brother grabbed the younger sister's black hair, pulling it and eliciting a melodious scream from her. At some other time he was sure that she had bitten him, as he grunted in pain.

They rolled on the tiled floor, unable to give way. The sounds they made became more and more guttural like the wild animals they were. That they could finally allow themselves to be.

It was confusing, vicious, painful. Delicious.

They kissed. They bit each other. They scratched each other. They pushed each other and came back together in a crazy dance, crazy like the sick love they felt for each other.

Andrew's black hoodie became increasingly wet and heavy as they rolled through puddles of water on the floor. In a split second, he took it off and shook the clothes wherever he went and then again lunged at his sister, squeezing one of her thighs hard enough to score. But she fought back, digging her long nails into the pale skin of her brother's back.

Hot blood dripped, running over the white, staining the gray of the floor. Ashley screamed, feeling the pain intensify. She tried to push Andrew away, but she couldn't compete with him in physical strength. Then she couldn't breathe anymore. Around her neck were her brother's hands, who were suffocating her slowly, greedily.

Ashley struggled in vain, she couldn't get him to let go. The world around was spinning. She hurt. She was going crazy. She would pass out and the last thing she would see would be green eyes shining with aggressive, hallucinated desire. Her body gradually weakened, but even so, she didn't stop trying to resist. And suddenly she was able to breathe again, albeit painfully.

Andrew had loosened his grip, though just a little, just enough so she could breathe to stay conscious. He wanted her to see, to feel every touch, to react to every painful thrust. Ashley smiled, knowing she had won. Although he was stronger, she was a better manipulator.

— And so — she said slowly, her throat hurt from the tightness —, you won — she lied — what are you going to do now?

Without warning, Andrew squeezed her tighter, causing her to choke again. It was so strong that Ashley had the impression that if he wanted, she could open a hole in the floor of the apartment. The brother didn't say anything and then the girl tried to kick him to provoke him some more. It worked. Holding her by the neck, he slammed her head against the bathroom floor.

Ashley felt the air leaving her lungs, she couldn't even scream. She hurt like hell. She was dizzy, she was bleeding. Couldn't care less. She wanted to belong to her brother so much that she would accept anything, anything, just to be able to have him.

Either way, it wouldn't kill her. He would never kill her. Maybe she would try for her own pleasure, but she would always fail. For he loved her, he needed her as much as the air she breathed.

When she came to, Ashley looked into her brother's green eyes.

— You're a farm bitch, you know that? — He declared, finally letting go of his sister's neck. He was positioned in a way that forced her to keep her legs open, leaving her completely exposed. Slowly, he lay down on top of her, throwing the entire weight of his own body against her body. He felt Ashley's erect nipples against her own bare chest.

Andrew took a deep breath, enjoying the smell of soap and blood.

— He set this all up — he whispered to his sister, his voice hoarse from his labored breathing. — All this, just so I can fuck you.

— You're a fucking scaredy-cat, Andy — Ashley replied, grinning. bold, but soon got goosebumps when she felt her brother's teeth digging into the sensitive skin of her ear. The girl moaned softly, trembling under the heat of her own blood that was now dripping from a new wound.

“And you're a brainless whore, Leyley,” Andrew said, very quietly and slurred. Ashley rolled her eyes, almost desperate.

— I think we work well that way — she replied, wildly.

— Yes, I think so — the brother said, looking at her deeply, and then kissed her intensely.

Neither of them could take it anymore. In one swift movement, Andrew stood up and brought his sister with him. They were sitting on the gray tiled floor, she on top of him. Blood continued to drip, staining their skin, but nothing that could stop them. Even if one of them fainted, the other wouldn't stop. There was nothing in the world that could do that.

Without waiting for her brother's agreement, Ashley felt the bulge on his black pants, but only a little. Just until she was able to get him out. She didn't see him, because she didn't want to break eye contact with Andrew, but she felt him pulsing in her hand, hot and hard. She climbed a little onto her brother's lap so she could adjust her own body. She then kissed him with all the voracity she still had left after so much sugary violence.

Andrew reciprocated in kind and grunted when he felt Ashley slide in, making him enter her. He rolled his eyes and held his breath, enjoying the warm, wet sensation that only his Leyley could provide. For who knows how long he had dreamed about it, desired her in this way since he started to understand what sex was. He always thought he was a fucking weirdo and tried to run away from this devilish madness as much as he could, but in the end Ashley was the devil himself. Inescapable.

Slowly, she began to move, panting and moaning softly, trying to get used to it. But Andrew had no more patience, she had already been completely consumed by Ashley. Brutally, he grabbed the hair on the back of his sister's neck, pulling it hard, and she roared in pain. With his free hand, Andrew grabbed Ashley's waist, forcing her to move as he wanted.

The obscene sounds that escaped the girl's lips little by little spread throughout the bathroom, hovering sweetly in the air. Andrew needed to concentrate so he wouldn't let his sister's madness make him crazy too. It was so hot and tight inside her and thinking coherently was a huge challenge. Despite this, it was as if they were made exactly for this, exactly for each other.

They were each other's destiny. The tortuous, crazy and bloody fate. Immoral.

They couldn't wish for anything more.

Without warning, Andrew pushed Ashley, knocking her to the ground again. He had brought her to him before because he knew his sister was still a virgin and that he could hurt her if he didn't give her enough time to get used to it, but now he thought it would be okay to do it the way she wanted. always dreamed of. Maybe it hurt a little, but he knew Leyley would forgive him. She always forgave, no matter what the fuck she did.

Before Ashley could react, Andrew flipped her over with one hand, throwing her against the ground, and when she tried to stand up like a small animal cornered by its natural predator, Andrew pushed his sister's shoulders against the ground. He used so much force that Ashley felt the gaps in the grout between the tiles marking her face and her entire naked body.

And then she moaned and grunted at the same time as she felt her brother sliding inside. She was so wet that he no longer found any difficulty in doing so. Pink eyes rolled with pleasure, much more than just something physical, Andrew was everything Ashley had wanted for as long as she could remember. She was born to be his, entirely his.

She shivered when she heard her brother's heavy sigh. She couldn't see him in that position, but imagining the look of delight she must have been making made her ecstatic like never before. However, before she could truly enjoy it, he began to move. He had no care or protection, he went with everything he had, with all the desire accumulated over years and years side by side. For so many, many years, they lived together, desiring each other, loving each other as no brother should love another brother. How only brothers were capable of loving each other.

Whenever she felt her brother going as deep as he could, which was a lot, Ashley couldn't stop herself from moaning. Or was she screaming? She didn't know anymore. She no longer even remembered her own name. There was only one thing on her mind: Andy.

Andy. Andy. Andy.

He didn't really care how many sluts he had fucked, because Ashley knew he had never done to them what he was doing to her now. All this ferocity, dark aggression, all of it, all of Andrew, with all his demons, all belonged to Ashley.

Only her.

And he knew it.

As much as Andrew wanted to Yes, I was incapable of that. There was no doubt that he had always been in love with his sister, just as he didn't doubt Ashley's love for him. It was something as intense as the sun, as infinite as space, as violent as the sea and as sickening as the toxic smoke of an erupting volcano that destroys everything in its path.

It burned. It burned. It hurt. That tortuous feeling, full of thorns.

It made them bleed. It made them scream, roar, sweat.

But there was no greater pleasure in the world than admitting how much they loved each other.

How much they wanted each other.

It didn't matter if it was right or wrong, moral or immoral. They just needed to be together, getting sick and going crazy together, little by little. Intoxicating each other, killing each other.

Loving each other. Worshiping each other.

After all, that was all there was in their world. Andy and Leyley. Leyley and Andy.

Ashley screamed as she felt her brother go so deep and so hard. At this rate, she didn't know how much longer she would be able to hold out. It was so painful. So pleasurable. Again, Andrew tangled his fingers in her black hair and pulled her back, leaving her arched.

It hurt. It hurt so much that I rolled my eyes. She thought at some point they would turn inward. With each internal impact, Ashley screamed. She was moaning so much that she sounded like an animal squealing. This was too much to bear without sinking into wild insanity. Her entire body was shaking, shaking so much that she thought she would fall, unable to support her own weight. For a moment, her mind was completely blank, empty, until a warm and pleasant heat dominated her from her belly.

It took a while to understand what was happening, but when she did, Ashley moaned loudly, expressing all her contentment.

Gradually, things became slower, warm like the liquid that dripped, sticky, between the girl's thighs. The moans and grunts gave way to heavy, panting breaths. Slowly, Andrew released his sister and, even more slowly, he slid out, bringing with him some of his own semen, which was now impregnated in his sister's deepest bowels.

An instant later, Ashley fell to the ground, unable to hold herself in that position for another second. The girl's entire body hurt, she burned, it felt like she was being crushed from the inside out. She couldn't move, she couldn't speak, all she could do was keep breathing to keep from losing consciousness and the pleasurable sensation that dominated her.

She heard a thud next to her, apparently Andrew was tired too.

They stayed like that, lying on the tiled bathroom floor with their hands clasped together, for who knows how long. Together, the two's breaths merged, becoming one thing in the empty space.

Did they sleep right there? Neither of them remembered.

They just wanted to be together forever, belonging without a doubt to each other. 

